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CHAPTER Xll—Continued.
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The party was now In full swing.
Some twenty were in the reception

room, dancing or watching the
dancers. The evening grew In life
and merriment. Mr. Doremus, back
from his interview with Flodle, was In-
fected by the revels. He blossomed
suddenly and unexpectedly into hilar-
ity, and encouraged and stimulated by
the gayer of the young ectresses, be-
came, In spite of himself, the center of
the party. The company did not let
him off till Alfred Smallish, blushing
furiously, appeared in the doorway.

“Bupper is ready—I] mean—er—sup-
per s served!” he announced, and
coughed into his hand. .

The three soubrettes who had been
pelting Mr, Doremus with pinks, now
surrounded him, bound him with ever
green garlands and carried him off en-
slaved, through the office, where Flo-
die wae presiding over tables of salad
and sandwiches, into the reception
room, where they enthroned him on an
old Spanish chalr, and waited on him
like houris. The gentlemen rushed
back and forth with plates and nap-
kins; everybody began to talk and
laugh. Beer bottles popped.

Hall was now becoming desperate.
It did not seem at all so easy as he
had expected, If only Flodle hadn't
got her back up so foolishly! Waell,
he must, at least, be off with his old
loves before he was on with the new.
And, for that, he must have the =an-
swers of the two women. He left the
company and walked Into the studio,
now deserted, to look at the clock.
Heavens! It was already half after
eleven. Something would have to hap-
pen in & hurry, if—

Carolyn Dallys appeared In the door-
way, smillng. She was wearing corn
color, in a costume no man could have
described five minutes after he had
seen it. Carolyn's clothes were always
not only original but characteristic of
her.

She sauntered In, and dropped upon
the couch, to look up at him good-na-
turedly. Hall's hopes rose. It was go-
ing to be easy, thank heaven. She
didn't et all bave the smile of a pros-
pective owner.

“Well, Hall,” she began, “you don't
seem particularly anxious to see your
blushing bride. 1 had almost begun
to think you were dellberately avold-
ing me."

“Avoiding you! Nonsense, Caro-
lyn!" Hall laughed easlly and tossed
her a box of cigarettes, “Really, I've
been so confoundedly busy with all
these people, and—"

She broke in placidly: “Well, you're
not busy now, are you?"

Hall began to be afrald. “Oh, no, of
course not. Why?" He watched her
as If she were about to strike him.

“Well, then, I've made up my mind,
Hall."

“What do you mean?" he asked, and
assuming a carelessness he was far
from feeling, he walked to the table
and took up a flower, idly.

“Why, 1 told you over the telephone,
didn't 1T Look pleasant, Hall,” she
sald; “it's 'yes.' 1've declded to accept
you."

Hall grew faint. It was not alone
the words that alarmed him. It was
the cold-blooded tonme in which they
were uttered. There was a deliberate-
ness, a fixity of purpose in it that

ner, but there was something keen and
steely beneath it that he had pever be
fore felt. He rose to meet it with ail
his skill at acting.

“Lord, Carolyn,” he exclaimed, walk-
ing up to ber impatiently, “you didn’t
really take me seriously, this morning,
did you?" He burst out into forced
laughter. *“Well, that is funny; think
of you—of all women—getting caught
llke that! It's perfectly absurd! You
can't make me believe you thought |
was Iln earnest, you know! That's ab-
surd!"”

So the agile trout, when he first
feels the hook in his mouth, thinks
that by a bold struggle he can regain
his freedom, and thrashes the pool
with hectic energy. But Carolyn, with
all her humor, was a shrewd cool fisher
of men. Calmly, surely, she kept her
linoe taut. She had struck four mil-
llons! Not for a moment had she lost
her composure. Slowly she spoke;
she almost drawled.

“Why, yes, 1 did, Hall! Surely. You
seemed to have a lucld interval, you
know, this morning, and | belleved
every word you sald. And what's
more,"” she added, “I belleve It now!"
Lazily, to and fro, her feather fan was
sweeplng.

Hall floundered again, wildly,
come on, Carolynl
joke?"

“Yes,” she answered smilingly,
“when I see the point of It. Will you
kindly explain?"

The point, Hall well knew, was In
his own mouth. He dashed up and
down the room fretfully, making fer-
vent gestures. Poor flsh! He still
imagined he could get away from the
hook. “Good heavens, | have explained,
haven't 1? Why, I only wanted to hear
what you'd say!”

“Well, vou've heard; I say ‘ves!’
Now what?"” She took a clgarette from
the table and gracefully lighted Iit,
puffed out the smoke, and yawned.

As she drew in her line thus, his
frenzied struggles were getting short-
er, but more violent. “Oh, hang It all,
Carolyn, you know I was only fooling,

“Oh,
Can’t you take a

of course! Why, we were laughing
all the time, you know that! I had no
idea you'd ever accept me! Do you

mean to tell me that you are in love
with me?” he asked bitingly.

“Not at all! I see no need of lylng
about It, whatever. But you certalnly
do amuse me.” Her eyes danced.

“Well, 1 should say it was hardly
enough to accept a man slmply be-
cause he amused you!" This was the
best Hall could do, now; he was get-
ting winded.

“Oh, yes,” ghe replied jauntily, “on
the contrary, I'm quite sure that I
shall want to be amused all my lite—
especially when I'm married.”

“Heavens! Do you consider that
we are engaged "

She looked at him with surprised
eyes. Her fishing was approaching a
climax. She began to wind In her line
to short length, speaking Inclsively.
“See here, Hall, you're not trying to
get out of it, or anything, are you?"

Hall gasped, wearled with the duel.
“Now, Carolyn, let me explain just
how it Is—I'll have to tell you some-
thing—I want to—hang it—you make
it so damned hard for me—what I
mean {s—"

Carolyn rose and looked him {n the
eye. She lald her hand on him; and,
soft as was its touch, he felt as if it
were gripping him like a handcuft,
“Hall, see here! Are you trylng to
get out of it, or aren't you! Just tell
me that!"

“Why—why, I think you're carrying
the joke a little too far, Carolyn, that's
all—honestly 1 do!"

Carolyn now had him at the edge of
the boat. She jerked him in with a
laugh. “My dear old Hall," she said,
and her volce was hopey-sweet, “I'm
carrying it only far encugh to want to
wear that ring you bought today for
me. Where Is It?" Bhe actually be-
gan to feel in his walstcoat pocket.
He backed off In terror. “I haven’t
any ring!"

Carolyn smiled, “Well, never mind.

threatened his complacency. Carolyn
still maintained her usual jocular man-

We don't want anyone to know just
yet, anyway, do we? Rings can wait

Now come over here and sit down,
and I'll tell you exactly what we're go
ing to do." She proceeded to lead
him, too dazed to resist, toward the
couch where they sat down together.

“Now be brave,” she sald, smiling,
“Il let you hold my hand. You do
just what I say, and you'll never re
gret . 1 hate engagements; they
bave peither the excitement of court-
ship, nor the satisfaction of matri
mony. $So, at just nine o'clock tomor-
row morning, you are going to call on
me and we'll toddle down to a justice
of the peace. We'll just cut out the
white veil and downcast eyes and
everything. All you'll have to do Is to
put a gold band on my finger; and my
share will be to say ‘I will’' and become
Mrs Hall Bonistelle. What's the mat-
ter?”

Hall was staring toward the door
“My cousin Jonas,” he said.

“Oh, bother!” Carolyn's eyes shot
fire. "“Just as we want to arrange
everything."

Jonas Hassingbury, tall and gaunt,
eating a lettuce sandwich, strolled In,
as cool and self-possessed as the most
experienced cotillion leader In town.
He was perfectly sure of himself;
without wealth, or power or social
training, he was blessed with an ego-
Ism that a king might have envied.
Jonas had never been embarrassed in
his life,

Hall looked at him, for the first fime
with relief, and rose,

“Miss Dallys,” he sald, “let me pre-
sent my cousin, Mr. Hasslngbury.”

Jonas put the sandwich behind his
back, and bowed. Carolyn looked up
at him, annoyed.

“Dallys?" Jonas querled, “pever
heerd o' that name before, to my
knowledge. What be ye, Portuguee?"
With the grace of a veteran, he
dropped down beslde her on the couch,

At any other time Carolyn would
have welcomed his quaint charm. But
her eyes were now for Hall, and she
wag anxious, Her answer was vague.

Jonas, however, did not appear to
notice it. His work was plain, He
had to make hlmself attractive, and
get rid of Hall. He launched forth,
therefore, on a description of the town
of Branford while Carolyn yawned be-
hind her fan.

At the first pause Hall broke In. “By
jove, Carolyn, I've got to get some
photographs In my room | promised to
gshow Mr. Doremus! Cousin Jonas will
take care of you all right, Carolyn.
He's a great man for the ladies!” and
with this slid out of range of her pro-
tast.

Carolyn pulled herself together to
make the best of It. This yokel must
be got rid of at once. She leaned to-
ward him with ardor.

*Oh, Mr. Hassingbury, do you really
think I'm pretty? You must have
known so many beautiful women—in
Branford!"

“Yes, that's right!” sald Jonas, with
unction. “I certalnly have, miss. Why,
I've burled three wives a'ready! |1
reckon I know pretty near as much
about women as anybody."

“Then you're just the man ['ve been
looking for!" sald Carolyn. *“1 want
you to help me; will you?" She jumped
up eagerly.

He rose also.
the trouble?”

“Why, there are two women here
that I'm just dying to have your opin-
fon of. Come out with me and I'll in-
troduce them to you, and let you talk
to them: will you?"

“You bet I will. Just let me see "em!
1 guess if anybody can slze 'em up,
Jonas Hassingbury can!"

And with that he followed her out
into the other room, and Carolyn dellv-
ered him over to Rosamund Gale.

“What appears to be

CHAPTER XIIL.
Hall, meanwhile, was near the boil-
ing point of his rage. He had been
defeated by Carolyn's cleverness. He
was furioua at her, at himself, at
everybody. Here were two women,
now, who had a hold on him—and be
fore long there would be three! Never!
Hall swore it with a round oath, Mrs,

Royalton, at least, would not triumpk
She hadn't Carolyn’s brains, she hadn’
Rosamund's disarming beauty. 8She
was, when It came right dowa to It
more or less of a fool. Why not ignore
her, and make a Iast attempl to wio
Flodie? He looked up at the clock
Good heavens! |t was already twenty
minutes to twelve! And his four mil
lions were no nearer than ever He
jumped up impulsively, and strode tc
the door.

The company had about 0Onished
supper. The llittle orchestra bhad
started up agaln, and had begun on a
new turkey-trot. As a proof of its in-
sidious charm, who but Jonas Hassing-
bury himself had succumbed! He waa
dancing with the fair Rosamund Mr,
Doremus, still surrounded and petted
by the three pretty actresses, was tell
ing a funny story. There was a sharp
squall of laughter as he finished.
Where the devll was Flodie? Hall
peered from behind the portieres. so
as not to be seen himself. In a mo-
ment she emerged from the stockroom
with a plate of ice cream. and, smiling,
passed it to Mr, Doremus. Then she
looked up, and caught Hall's eye. Ha

-

it Was Already Twenty Minutes to

Twelve,
beckoned and she carelessly ap
proached the studlo.

As she crossed the threshold Hall
caught her by the wrist and drew in,
She looked up at him, a little fright.
ened.

“Flodle,” he exclaimed wildly, “Flo-
die, 1 can't stand It any longer, Don't
keep it up any longer, dear! Say, ‘yes,'
can't you? Flodle, for God's sake—"

She looked him up and she looked
him down, and anger was in her eyes,
“] gave you my answer, Mr. Bonistelle.
Didn’t you understand me, this after
noon?"' She backed off, preparing to
leave,.

He seized her agaln. "Flodie, 1
won't take no for an answer. | love
you too much!" He fumbled in his
pocket and drew out the ring. “Here,
take this, Flo; wear It, won't you?
And, as soon a8 | can get Mr. Doremus
in here, I'll put another one on your
finger that’ll make us man and wife!"

She took it, and tossed it across the
studlo. 1t bounded along the floor.
“No, thanks, Mr. Bonistelle! You'll
have to excuse me, I'm busy.”

*But heavens, Flo, look at the clock!
It's nearly twelve! I have only fifteen
minutes more, Flo! Don't turn me
down! Oh, 1 want you so, Flodisg—
won't you—"

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Knapsacks for Misses.

Bchoolgirls of Berlin must not carry
their books In a handbag, but in a
knapsack on the back. The minister
of education Is responsible for this
new rule. The rule is directed to
teachers, parents and the girls them
selves. The minister declares that the
habit of carrying books in handbags
{8 likely to lead to curvature of the
spine and derangement of internal or-
gans,

m

| His Specialty.

A certain man of New York, known
familiarly as “P. C.” admits that his
early school recora was not deserving
of academic reward. But he got one
medal. He grew up in Louisville and
there attended » small school presided
over by a lady of the old regime, a
tender and kind-hearted soul. Each
year, when the last day of school
came around, the scholars and thelr
parents gathered for the award of
prizes, and the gentle schoolmistresss
could not bear to let any child go dis-
appointed. When commencement day
came P. C.'s name also was read out
for a speclal medal. It was awarded
“For cheerfulness during the recrea.
tion hour."”

-

Studlious Girl Neglects Her Hair.

I heard Max O'Rell once tell the
story of a young lady who acquired
three languages while doing her hair,
gald a prominent London man.
Then she trotted her three languages
round, and found to her surprise that
pno one seemed particularly anxious
to engage her. They really could not

covered the cause of her fallure at
last, when one very irritable old gen-
tleman she called on told her that
he would prefer one language to three
If & brush and comb were thrown in
with the one. Bhe had sacrificed
habits of tidiness to the attractions
of Irregular verba,

Origin of Crescent.

Professor Ridgeway, in England, ad-
vocated & new view, according to
which the Mohammedans got the idea
of the crescent, not from the new
moon, but from the anclent and long-
continued use In Asla Minor of amu-
lets mads by fitting two boars’ tusks
together at the base. The figure thus
produced certainly bears a closer re-
semblance to a typical erescent, as it
is represented on the Turkish flag
than does & new moon. The wide dis-
tribution of these amulets, however,
guggests that they may have had a
common origin in some symbol per-
taining to the moon. They are found
as far away as New Guinea, while in
Africa they are In common use, made,
however, of llons' claws instead of

stand the look of her head, She dis.

boars' tusks.

Cosmopolitan Nation.

The Roumanian s & lover of the
mountains and the woods. It Is, In-
deed, to the peaks and forests of the
Carpathlans that he owes his national
exlstence. :

Isolated in them, the Roumanian has
clung more tenaclously to the ways
and customs of his ancestors than any
of the Latin races, and it Is said that
today his language contains more pure
Latin words than the Itallan. He Is
a composite natlonality, however.
About twenty towns and villages of
Roumania have been positively identi-
fled by archeologists as of Roman
origin, but there were Daclans in the
land before the Romans and other
raclal stocks have left thelr mark on
the language and character of the
people,

Save the Pinafore Stuff.

They have '“canned” the singing
muster and stopped the singing les-
sons at the United States naval
training station on the great lakes,
substituting Swedish athletic exer-
clses. “Because,” explains the com-

haven't time for musical comedy sall
oring."

But you might as well cut the crow
out of a rooster as the song out of a
sallor. BSinging, moreover, 18 about
the largest asset of patriotism. It s
one of the sweetest commentaries on
our sweot state of civilization that
fighting must be set to muslc.

Let us hail the blessed day when
war shall be carried on exclusively
with our vocal cords.

Good Surmise.

A woman's magazine says the dia-
mond s losing its popularity for en-
gagement rings. We don't know - hat
the substitute is, but we'll bet it's
nothing cheaper.—Detroit Free Presa.

Derivation of the Language.

Sixty per cent of English words are
of Teutonlc origin, 30 per cent are
Greek and Latin and 10 per cent come
from other sources.

In nearly every street of the cities
of Japan there is a public oven, where,
for & small fee, people may have their

mandant, “this is oo Pinafore. We

dinners cooked

MRS, THOMSON
TELLS WOMEN

How She Was Helped During
Thange of Life by Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound.

Philadelphia, Pa.—‘‘I am just 52 years
of age and during Change of Lifé [ scf-

s ey fered for six years
terribly. I tried sev-
eral doctors but none
till seemed to give me

4 any relief. Every
monththe painswere
intensein both sides,
and made me so
weak that I had to
go to bed. At last
a friend recommen-
ded Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable
Compound to me and I tried it at once
and found much relief, After that I
had no pains at all and could do my
housework and shopping the same
as always. For years I have praised
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound for what it has done for me,
and shall always recommend it as a wo-
man’s friend. You are at liberty touse
my letter in any way. '’ —Mrs. THOMSON,
649 W. Russell St., Philadelphia, Pa.

Change of Life is one of the most
critical periods of a woman's existence.
Women everywhere should remember
that there is no other remedy known to
carry women so successfully through
this trying period as Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound.

If you want special advice
write to Lydia E. Pinkham Med-
icine Co. (confidentlal), Lynn,
Mass. Your letter will be opened,
read and answered by a woman
and held in strict contidence.
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Your Liver
Is Clogged Up
That's Why You're Tired—QOut of Soste
—Have No Appetite. )
CARTER’S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS
will put you right
in a few da

The
their

stipation,

Biliousness, Indigestion and Sick Headache ~

-+

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.
Genuine must bear Signature

Sotn T o,
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It Made Him Think.

“1 listened to your speech with the
greatest care,” said the constituent
to the young congressman.

“Well, 1 think there was food for
thought in it,” said the congressman.

“You bet there was! It just made
me think what a fool 1 had been to
vote for you."

When a man is compelled to eat his
words his appetite |8 soon satisfied,
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_llNever Came Back

Backache Sufferer! Thousands will
tell you what wonderful relief they
bave had from Doan's Kidney Pills.

Not only relief, but lasting cures.

If you are lame in the morning, have
hesdache, nervous troubles, dizzy spells
and irregular kidney or bladder action,
don't wait until gravel, dropsy or
Bright's disease gets hold. Use Doan’s
Kidney Pills, the best-recommended
kidney medicine.

An Ohio Case

Mrs. Willlam C.
Kalblug h. 3062
Guernsey St, Bel-
lalitre, m?lmn.
“My neys wera
badly disordered
and I got so weak
1 was almost help-
Ieu.d The}'e was a
ntea pain Across
the :mall of m
back and I waa of-
ten confined to
bed, 1 felt tired,
nervous and rest-
lees and my head
ached terribly. M
feet were swollen and my body bloated.
Doan's Kidney Plllsa cured me after
doctors failed, The cure has been per-
manent.”

Get Doan’s at Axy Sters, 50c a Bex

DOAN'S KIDNEY

PILLS
meco.wrrmu Y.

sTOPS
IR 725 e

from a Bone Spavin, Ring Bone,
Splint, Curb, Side Bone, or similar
_trouble and gets horse going sound.

Bays:

It acts mildly but quickly and good re<
sults are lasting. ‘bou not%tﬂ :

hair and horse can
17 in pamphlet with

g: ked.“l’qe
wor

each bottle tells how.
delivered. Horse Book 9 M free,
ABSORBINE, JR., the antiseptic liniment
for mankind, reduces Painful Swellings, En-
Il:sad G Wens, Bruises, Varicose Veins;
heals Sores. Allays Pain. Will tell you
more if you write, $1 and $2 a bottle at
tealers or delivered. Liberal trial bottle for 10¢ stampe.
W.F.YOUNG, P. D. F., 310 Templa 3., Springfeld, Mass,

W. N. U,, CINCINNATI, NO. 441916

$2.00 a bottle
free.
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